EXTREMES MEET

sir, I mean," he gulped. " Will you be wanting me any
more at present? "

Waterlow looked up and beheld an ageless baby's face
regarding him nervously.

" Crowder!"" he guffawed. " I thought for the moment
you were upside down. Well, you needn't worry any
more what you're going to do after the war. You can
give up growing licorice and obtain a post as eunuch to
some Anatolian pasha with three tails."

" Oh, come now, Commander W, I don't look as
bad as all that without it," the fat man protested cheerfully,
but with a touch of uneasiness.

" It's no good, Crowder, I shall never have the same
confidence in you again. Without your moustache you
look as idiotic as you really are. Take down this tele-
gram. ' Regret loss of moustache makes it inadvisable
to grant T. Crowder commission as Assistant-Pay master,
R.N.V.R. Please cancel.'"

"Oh, no, really, please, Commander W, you don't
mean that. Oh, you couldn't! "

Waterlow seeing that his subordinate was on the verge
of tears patted his plump back.

" All right, Crowder, all right. What I really want
you to do is to telephone to the Legation and ask Mr
Radcliffe to speak to me."

Crowder wrestled with the preliminaries only to find
that the Third Secretary had already left.

"Try the Hoteldu Monde."

" Mr Radcliffe's not in 5 but Mrs Radcliffe is in."
Crowder announced after a minute or two, "Is there any
message ?"

Waterlow hesitated.  Then he took the receiver himself.